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me thinking to give life to me. But it has been her torment
and penance. It has been my torment also and my pen-
ance. He closed his eyes and continued: "I see the past
and 'the future clearly. There seems to be no division
between them. Whether I shall continue in my own
person-—a separate consciousness—in another world, I do
not know. As to that, I have no faith to guide me. But I
shall continue here in your thoughts and lives, not as a
cause of guilt	" He hesitated. "Not as a cause of guilt
but as an inevitable consequence."
"O Rupert," Julie cried, "can you not forgive us?"
"Forgive you and set you free? My Julie, forgive is a
word for the gods, and freedom an attribute of the gods.
Here nothing is certain but fulfilment and consequence.
We sow and reap; and if we fail to reap our own harvest
when it is ripe, then afterwards we reap it when it is
poisoned. While we live, we must live our dreams. There
is no other way of passing beyond them into reality. . . „
Come nearer to me. It's hard to see you. Nearer, Julie,
nearer. And you, Alison, nearer."
A silvery pallor had touched his eyelids and was spread-
ing like a curtain over the middle and the lower parts of
his face. "Do not leave me," he said. "It will pass." Julie
gave him water silently and waited.
"My dream," he began, "was one that couldn't be lived.
You were to replace every loss. While you lived, nothing
could die. My friends, my country—all were poured into
you. When no help was left, you were my help. Now	"
A rigor shook him. "I must make haste," he whispered,
and lay still.
Then, in a stronger voice, to Lewis:
"You love her. You have made her. She is the bridge
to your own truth. Will you guard and keep her?"
And to Julie: "My beloved one, there ^is no other way
that is not barren. We forgive ourselves in this world by
working out our forgiveness."
And to both: "Give me your hands* That shall be your
oath."
His hand lay upon theirs.
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